The Decay of Andrew and Ashley
Author: Smut_Bunny (https://archiveofourown.org/users/Smut_Bunny/pseuds/Smut_Bunny)


Summary:
"Let the world, even Ashley, regard Andrew as the doormat extraordinaire, because in the end, it all served his own means. After all, the greatest trick that the Devil ever pulled was convincing the world that he did not exist."

Two days after having escaped from their home left with nothing other than that which they carried on their backs and each other, Andrew has had enough. He loves Ashley, but he also hates her. The thing is, Ashley thinks she's the master manipulator in this relationship. On the other hand, Andrew has always held the ultimate veto, one in each of his hands and his hands themselves besides. Andy may not be dead and buried, and if that's the case, then it's time for a rebranding...

Notes:
A companion piece (OR A SIBLING PIECE??) to my first work, the Burial of Andy and Leyley. Much of what is derived in this story comes from the Decay route and after a revelation of Andrew's character that recontextualized a lot of things in my head about him and the relationship he has with Ashley. This is a fic that fixates on the much more toxic aspects of their codependent relationship c:

Chapter 1: Andrew Decays
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew peeled his eyes open like one would peel a film of plastic off a screen. His field of view was filled with the smooth cream of his sister’s skin and his nose pressed just slightly into the doughiness that heralded the beginning of her chest. Their bodies were pressed close to each other and they held the other tight in their arms. Ashley had her brother in her bosom and her face was tilted downwards, her lips pressed against the top of his head as she breathed the soft sighs of sleep through the mess of his hair; it was how they slept together when the nightmares and the specters of the past gripped at Andrew’s soul and kept sleep as elusive as snow in Hell.

Yet, despite the situation, despite the tantalizing dance towards crossing lines that shouldn’t be crossed, Andrew’s expression was as placid as a calm lake on a winter’s morning, not a ripple across the unbroken expanse. He should have been freaking out, he should have been pushing himself away and ripping Ashley’s arms off from how they clung around him, he should have been having any reaction at all. But he didn’t. After all, he was right where he wanted to be, where he actually wanted to be. Because yes… he totally had as many nightmares as he claimed he did.

Let the world, even Ashley, regard Andrew as the doormat extraordinaire, because in the end, it all served his own means. After all, the greatest trick that the Devil ever pulled was convincing the world that he did not exist. What was Ashley to Andrew? She was perfect for what he wanted of her; he didn’t care, not about leaving ---- to die, not about killing the wardens or the girl from 302, and not about the litany of all the other abhorrent acts that he had committed at Ashley’s behest so that she could sail the world in the wake that he created for her. What he did care about was simple: avoiding consequences. It’s always all about Ashley, the emotional manipulation, the browbeating, the begging, the rampant apologies when she realized that she might have gone too far only to double back and not learn her lesson at all. All of it was Ashley that pushed him to commit those acts and that made all of it Ashley’s fault. Why should he be the one who was held accountable for all of the things that Ashley wanted to do, the things she made him do? He wasn’t bothered by the fact that he was made to do them or the morality of the acts, it didn’t matter, just so long as when the consequences came, he could very truly say that despite his involvement, it was all about Ashley. So let the world think him the victim, if being the doormat meant he could escape all the culpability by cutting the true culprit off of him like a marionette sliced from its strings. This was how he wanted to be perceived. It was simple and easy to let the weight rest on Ashley’s ignorant shoulders. It was how he liked to live his life… until now.

Andrew’s eye twitched and he felt his lips spread into a flat frown. Ashley was his perfect scapegoat, all he had to do was point his finger at her when the police came battering down their door. She would be taken away from him and he would be free to live his life, have his relationships again, and be allowed to reintegrate into a society that would accept him but reject his sister. But… he didn’t want that. When he had left ---- to die, Ashley tried to damn him by saying no one would like him but she didn’t realize that she didn’t need to have bothered. The thought that the police would find out and take Ashley away from him… He may have said what he said because it seemed to be the only thing that would get Ashley to listen to him, to realize the ramifications of what she had done, but no. The truth was that he wasn’t trying to convince her what they had done was wrong and that they needed to hide it for her sake, but what they had done meant that they might take her away from him . From him. Ashley was his, to own or possess, she belonged to him completely, the fact that their mother gave Ashley to him to raise was proof. 

Andrew felt Ashley squeeze him softly in her sleep like he was nothing more than a stuffed animal for her own comfort. And it was already spelled out like it was written in the stars, she already needed him; Andrew wasn’t blind, he knew everything about his sister and that he was everything to her. She needed him not unlike how he needed her but paradoxically different at the same time. She was loud and weird and annoying and rowdy, she needed to be told that she was pretty, she needed to be affirmed, she needed to be validated, she needed to have all those nasty, prickling intrusive thoughts that bit at her self-image to be soothed into silence. She had nothing in the world besides him. She needed to monopolize him. Everything that she did was in a desperate gambit to secure more leverage to use against him to keep him at her side because if she didn’t have that-
then there would be truly no one who could love her. 

And Andrew knew that, felt it, lived the life that was carved out for him because of it. At the end of the day, there was only one person who could love her, who would love her. And it was him. 

Ashley thought that she held all the cards in her hands, but that was how Andrew liked it because if she felt like she was in control then it made the lie all the more believable. But he knew better. They had made a blood pact together, her mouth forever shut and his eyes only ever on hers, except it wasn’t that. He had purposefully manipulated her, just as he had always done. One eye was forever closed but one eye was still free, he had promised that he would be around but he didn’t say anything about there being others. She was his Ashley, but he wasn’t going to be her Andy. Perhaps he would be her Andrew, but now… with Ashley still trying to revive that dead name… so be it, let her. But this time, he was going to be his own Andy.

Andrew pressed his face into Ashley’s breasts like a pillow, closing his eyes slowly as he sank into the cool, supple softness of her flesh like wading into a pool. He loved her, desired her, lusted for her. When he had Julia put her hair up for him, he thought of his sister instead. When they lay together, he would curl her hair around his fingers. When she was close, he would let his hands linger on places that they shouldn’t; after all, he needed no reason to touch her when he was the reason he could touch her. It belied all the things that he wished that he could do to her and had wished he could do to her for as long as he could remember being capable of the fantasy.

But all this time, Andrew had held back. He could have indulged at any point that he liked. He knew it, he felt the way that Ashley looked at him, saw the way that she behaved, and knew the way that she thought. Sex to her was a transaction, either for leverage to keep him here or for cash or food; and it would be over his dead body before he let anyone touch his sister and get her pregnant in the hope that a warden would give them food through a slot. But more than likely he would leave their dead bodies to send a message to the rest that may come.

Andrew had said “no” all this time in that thought that there might be a chance or a day when a normal life would greet him. Because he knew that if Ashley didn’t say no then he wouldn’t be able to stop himself. But then again, why should he stop himself? In the dim and trashy interiors of their motel room, in the comforts of their shared bed despite there being two, in having escaped from their home turned into a literal death trap three months in the making, why shouldn’t he indulge himself? There was no normal life for him to return to anymore, he was supposed to be dead. He was done with saying no. If Ashley was his, then she was his to mold. And after all the bullshit that they had been through, this was earned.

Andrew breathed in, pressing his face into his sister’s skin before finally releasing and pushing himself away. Her limp, unconscious arms fell off of him like water breaking from a rising diver before the sudden movement caused her to rouse. She was in that liminal space between consciousness and unconsciousness, the smugness that she wore so naturally throughout the day when she looked at him, spoke to him, thought of him, was absent and she was damn near peaceful. She looked like a block of clay to Andrew though, ready to be molded by his hands and he already knew the easiest way to do it.

Andrew sat up and pressed his back against the headboard of the bed so that Ashley’s head rested against his chest, she nuzzled into the fraying cotton of his sweater at the repositioning. He reached down and pressed a hand into the top of her head, letting the feeling of her strands silkily intertwine through his fingers and slide through as he rubbed and scratched gently at her skin. She leaned into his touch, her mouth even flicked upwards in a contented smile like a sigh of relief. 

And all the while Andrew looked down at Ashley. His eyes were downcast and his pupils focused, there was no warmth or love to be found there and the only thing that protected the facade was the fact that Ashley had not fully woken yet. In her delusions of brotherly love directed towards her, she could still live in the lie that Andrew was not looking down on her in every meaning of the word.

Ashley rubbed her cheek against Andrew’s chest in the dragging motion of her head as she looked upwards, her eyes bleary and slowly coming to. “Sun’s not even out and you’re already up. Something wrong, Andy?” she muttered with a smirk.

Andrew’s expression didn’t waver. It had only been two days since they had escaped the confines of their home turned a prison, only two days since he had made Ashley promise him a simple thing. She just couldn’t help herself. He didn’t give a response to her, his eyes just remained hard.

“Oh come on, it’s just a nickname. Get over yourself,” Ashley pouted at Andrew’s silence.

Andrew’s fist tightened around Ashley’s hair, just softly enough to make it still seem like casual play, “And it’s the one thing that I fucking asked of you. It’s symbolic. And it’s not even that hard to do,” Andrew’s voice kept an unnervingly calm edge to it.

Ashley pushed herself up, mistakenly taking the lack of passion in his voice for apathy, that she could pounce and that he would do nothing to retaliate as he had failed to do all the times in the past. Not to her, at least, never to her, “Yeah, yeah, yeah. You think I’m so awful, huh? You wanna see what it’s like when I actually misbehave?” She sat up and raised herself over Andrew so that they looked directly towards each other, their foreheads pressing against the other.

And that was the thing, though. He had. Andrew’s eyes fixed on Ashley’s neck. The bruise from two days ago still hadn’t healed. His hand fell from her hair and just for a second, it hovered around her neck to strangle her once again. So many times throughout his life, he had wondered what it would be like, would he rather the silence? But no, she was more valuable to him alive.

Ashley hadn’t fought back at the time. She had the gun then, but she didn’t. Andrew didn’t really know why, but he didn’t care, it worked out for him. At least, it should have. And there he was, staring at Ashley’s neck as she prattled on. A high-pitched droning filled his ears as he swam with the thought. Throughout all of his life, he played to Ashley’s tune because if whatever they did was what Ashley wanted, then it was Ashley’s fault, and when all else failed, he had the ultimate veto.

Violence. No matter what point in their life, Andrew was the older brother, always bigger, stronger, and faster. At any point, he could just use his own body against her and she would have nothing to say or do about it. She could try, for all the good that it did her. But she only ever won because he let her win. The only grace that could save her was the warden’s gun, and that was tucked safely away in a closet too far away from the bed to get to.

In that snap second as his hand fell from Ashley’s hair and passed by the sides of her neck, just begging to be brutalized, Andrew’s hands shot forward. His hands gripped around her throat like the jaws of a bear trap clamping shut. He shoved forward, pressing her back into the bed.

“Oh, this again?” Ashley’s voice choked out, her shit-eating grin maintaining through the crushing weight that made it harder and harder to breathe.

“How about you shut up,” Andrew said, his voice was low like a beast stalking prey. But he already had the said prey in his hands. He cleaved straight for her heart, “Ashley, you and I know you are a miserable, loathsome being and you’ve corrupted or destroyed every aspect of my life. Let’s face it, you’re a broken mess. Pathetic, even. You’re barely even a person. Who would ever want you? Not mom, not dad, not any of your ‘friends.’ No calls or visits in quarantine, hell, when you called them they wouldn’t fucking pick up.” Andrew leaned in and hissed the last word for emphasis, each point trying to drive a railroad spike through Ashley’s thick skull. “But what about me, huh, Ashley? What about Andy?” His voice was dangerous like a live, high-voltage chord on the ground.

Ashley’s eyes widened. The pain was one thing, she could deal with the pain, with not needing to breathe, with feeling the edges of her vision begin to turn fuzzy and black. But the image of Andrew’s face, brimming with disappointment and anger like a barrel of oil beginning to overflow made her panic.

But Andrew didn’t let her get a word in. He wouldn’t even do her the courtesy of burying her decaying corpse. He would just leave it out there in the open, not even fit for carrion birds to eat. “I’m the only thing in your life that hasn’t left you. But I could. Hell, I might. What’s stopping me, really?”

Ashley squeaked as her windpipe felt like it was trapped in a collapsing cave, rock and dust falling down all around. Her hands gripped around Andrew’s wrists as the choke hold grew tighter but to no avail.

“You’re a sick, disgusting thing. There’s nothing inside of you other than what you want; you and your depraved fucking needs. You should be grateful for me, that I’ve been at your side for as long as I have. I bet those three months were heaven for you. The fact that I couldn’t get the fuck away from you.”

Ashley felt tears begin to prick at her eyes. Each word from Andrew was a stab into her chest, just between the third and fourth ribs. She felt her stomach grow into a yawning black pit, as black as her tar soul because that must be what Andrew was talking about. All the little whispers made of razor blades that spoke to her that she tried to silence, that she used Andrew to silence, were coming back and up and cutting her open from the inside because now instead of making them all quiet, Andrew was the one who was saying it. And they were loud, so cacophonous that the words struck her and rattled inside her head and deafened everything else besides Andrew’s voice when desperately she wanted to make it stop.

Andrew didn’t glare so much as he just laid the heavy weight of a dull stare on top of Ashley like a ton of lead. There was hardly any vindictiveness in his words. They were so flat that they were just the plain truth. That somehow made it even worse. Andrew let his grip relax around her and he pulled his weight off of her. “Actually, I think I might just do that. Leave. It’s not like I need you,” he lied.

Ashley broke into a fit of rasping wheezes and coughs, trying to regain her breath. Her hand was brought up to cradle and rub at the soreness of what seemed like another bruise forming over the top of another bruise. By the time that she had recovered enough, Andrew was halfway towards the door. “You fucker-” she tried to scream but it came out of her like a dying chew toy. “Fuck you, asshole! You waste of my- You waste of all of me!” Ashley fell off the bed, scrambled to her feet, and balled her hands into fists. She ran to Andrew’s back and kicked and slammed into him like he was a wall, screaming as much as her broken airways would allow her to. “You think-”

Andrew spun around and backhanded her with a closed fist. The knuckles connected to her jaw, hard enough to give her another bruise come the morning and sent her into the unused bed. Andrew leaned down and grabbed her face, “I think? Yeah. Because apparently, I’m the only one of us who seems capable of that you empty-headed animal.”

Ashley’s chest broke with heaving sobs and shuddering breaths fighting for control of her own body. Her hands grabbed weakly onto Andrew’s sweater, her fists filling with the cotton balls of his clothing, deep down in the desperate attempt to keep him from going. “An- Andrew! I’m sorry! Is that what you want to fucking hear me say, ‘I’m sorry?’ Well I am! Please!”

“I’ll tell you what,” Andrew said as he pressed his head against Ashley’s beneath him, right where she belonged, always beneath him. “You should have fucking listened to me and have been grateful for it. You know why? Because the world’s better off without you.” But then Andrew’s grip on Ashley softened and his expression relaxed. Sickeningly sweet, he dragged his fingers down her face as he dropped down to a knee, the pad of his thumb rubbed gently against Ashley’s lip. She whimpered into his hand at just that little crumb of sympathy or a drop of mercy from this one physical act that contradicted all of the harsh degradation, she hyper fixated on it, that if she could just focus on just that then she could drown out all the rest. “But… maybe it’s not your fault, Leyley. You never tried to fix yourself. Maybe I would, though.” Andrew slowly leaned his body weight in, his presence smothered her and all Ashley could do was deeply breathe as much of it in as she could, afraid of losing even the smell of him.

Andrew placed his hand on top of Ashley’s raised-up knee and spread her leg to the side, letting him inch closer and closer to her. “Maybe you could convince me to stay. Maybe I’ll even try to fix you.”

In the deep reaches of Ashley’s demented mind, she understood what was happening. Sex, after all, was a transaction. Sex would keep Andrew close to her, prevent him from leaving her, and maybe even get him to say all the things that she desperately needed to hear him say. She bucked her hips for him and spread her legs wider of her own volition.

“Are you going to be a good girl? Just give in and let me take care of everything?” Andrew breathed heavily against her ear, whispering seductive nothings that came from the pits of Hell to drag her down into. As if she hadn’t been there first. “Just listen to me and I’ll make you happier than you could ever be. You want that.”

Ashley nodded and Andrew cooed into her ear, his words dripped straight into her brain, bleaching whatever thoughts she might have had and primed her for whatever image Andrew wanted to paint over her next. There was no price too high, no action too desperate, if it was to keep Andrew. “That’s a good girl.”

Andrew began to pull away and Ashley whined, the threat of him leaving too fresh in her head. He looked down at her face, watching it transform with anxiety and doe-like wonder as he began to undo his pants. He let his cock fall forward and slap squarely onto Ashley’s waiting face. The sight, weight, heat, and smell of it all caused her immediately to open her mouth in a single heavy, wet exhale against the underside of his shaft that began to spur short and shallower huffs and pants, to drink in the taste of him just hover there and to bathe in the scent that lay on top of her face.

Andrew smiled, “Looks like you found your purpose.” He took his hands and drove his fingers along the sides of her head, letting her hair fill the space between his digits as he gripped Ashley’s head and began to roll his hips back and forth, sawing his length across her face. He relished in the feeling of the tip of his cock dragging to the top of her forehead and Ashley’s chin resting against his balls, her lips pressed at the base of his shaft. He luxuriated in how her expression warped with anxiety that gripped her heart as he dragged backward like he might move away, only to let it become delirious with drunk love as he rutted forward. He drank in the sight of Ashley’s pupils widening, fixated on him, her eyes were like melting orbs of tapioca.

“You look cute like that,” Andrew moaned as he ran back and forth, feeling Ashley unconsciously press her tongue out, the tip coating a thin trail of wetness along the shaft. “So brainless and stupid. Don’t worry, I’m the only one who will ever love you. Be just like that.”

Ashley could feel her brain rewiring as Andrew spoke. The blind panic that gripped her life, the possessive need to own the loyalty of the only person who, Andrew was right, could love her, possibly ever would love her, caused her to lash out in feeble attempts of manipulation that were nothing more than brute force and desperate backpedaling. All of her shotgun strategies, crocodile tears, temper tantrums, verbal assault, and the manipulation of societal perceptions, all of it began to slough away like snow under the baking sun. Andrew was something else now, something entirely different from the kind of person that he was before. Or maybe it was always there, he had just hidden it that well. And now it had come to the surface.

The repetition of sudden positive reinforcement hammered into Ashley’s brain and battered away her preconceived thoughts and notions of how to keep Andrew by her side, to keep him constantly loving her. Here he was, saying exactly what he wanted and all she had to do was follow through. It was a simple transaction: give him what he wants and he’ll give her what she wants. Deep down, she wanted this too, what better way of declaring one’s love for another than this simple act?

Andrew’s words made Ashley’s chest melt and her muscles relax. He was right, he often was even when she didn’t want him to realize that he was. She was worthless, had no redeeming qualities other than the ones that Andrew prescribed for her. If he told her that she was brainless and stupid? She was. But it made him happy, he said that she was cute like that. The bad mixed with the good and Ashley could only focus on how sweet the smallest bit of praise felt contrasted against the sourness of the truth that he spoke. Andrew was the best, best, bestest thing in the whole world, and if he loved her, then surely the goodness would rub off on her. The world’s most perfect person wouldn’t love someone unless that person was worth something too.

Andrew pulled back, seemingly drawing the breath out of Ashley’s chest like it was connected by a string to the tip of his cock. He lined his cockhead with her lips, her mouth still slightly open from the dumb panting she needed to get enough air into her failing brain. Dimly she registered what was going to happen next and her face lit up with anticipation.

Andrew carried his cock into Ashley’s waiting mouth with little care for Ashley. It speared its way down, filling her mouth with meaty taste and heady musk, her eyes rolled upwards the further he pushed it. Her throat expanded to make way for the thick organ that massaged the insides of her walls and caused her to begin gagging at how it couldn’t possibly fit yet it did. The taste of his precum smeared across her tongue and down her throat.  His hands entangled in her hair and began rubbing little appreciative circles against her scalp, petting and scratching her like the obedient animal that she was for him. All the while, Andrew kept pressing himself deeper and deeper inside of her; how could he possibly be this big?

Tears pressed out of her eyes like she was a cup and he was pushing all the water out with his gouging dick. Her tongue spasmed and licked at Andrew and her legs clenched, rubbing against each other to try and please herself; her needy slick pooled out of her, staining a damp spot in her shorts growing larger with each second and forming a juicy pool that she sat in, soaking into the carpet. She would wag her ass in the air with joy if she wasn’t sitting on it.

“You like this, Leyley,” Andrew groaned, his smile was malicious as he bottomed out and pressed her face into his pubic bone. “You like being choked on your brother’s cock. You don’t care if you can’t breathe, you don’t care if you hurt, because this is what you were made for,” Andrew decreed.

Andrew began moving back and forth, not letting Ashley take any initiative or let her have any kind of agency. She was his to fuck and she was his to take it like the whore she was. He went slowly at first, basking in the tight warmth of her wet hole, dragging himself out before easing himself back in, feeling her tunnel milk and massage his cock. Then he went faster, he set a punishing pace as he jerked his hips forward. Each passing thrust was him training her to take him better, to squeeze him more lovingly, to mold her into taking him more completely. Andrew’s crotch slammed into her face, pressing her nose into his nest of pubes and his balls swayed and slapped her chin with each return home. She was being buried alive in Andrew.

Ashley began to snake her arms down to her own needy slit, sputtering with juices and edging on the wave of a violent orgasm just from being used roughly, from being physically told that there was a chance that she could be loved so long as she was a good cock sleeve for her brother.

Andrew hissed and rammed her face into him tighter. “None of that. That’s your fucking problem, you stupid slut. Always chasing after what you want. No, you don’t get to. Hands on me. You take what I give you and you fucking love it.”

Ashley moaned, sending vibrations running up through Andrew’s dick as she felt her body forced against its will despite only having been told words. Andrew’s authority was worth more than her base desires. Her hands reached from her quivering snatch, weeping for lost attention, and they wrapped around Andrew’s waist, hugging and cupping his ass as she subconsciously pulled him into her and made it harder for him to leave. She so violently wanted to feed the starving void inside of her, to feel some pleasure wrack her body as she felt her core clench around agonizing nothingness, but it felt so much better to be used by Andrew. She understood that this was how he showed his love.

Ashley’s face became an ugly mess of tears and saliva that bubbled out of the side of her mouth around Andrew’s invading cock. With every thrust of Andrew’s hips, she could feel more of her brain leaving her as she was remade in whatever image Andrew decided for her. Her head became empty as her lungs became deprived of oxygen. Every ounce of resistance fucked out of her from the slamming of Andrew’s hips and the driving of his cock deep inside her.

But she liked it. No, more than liked it. Loved it. No, more than loved it, needed it. She was hooked on it, obsessed with it, addicted to it. Andrew was happy like this and it was because she was doing this for him; she was the source of Andrew’s joy. She swam in a deep ocean of bliss and ecstasy of being treated as a fleshlight as her mind was fucked from her skull and out her ears and her personality was rewritten with each plunge back into her salivating mouth. All she was filled with was cock and musk which added up to make love.

Andrew's grip grew harder around her head, pulling and tugging at her hair as he violently chased after his own orgasm. He let his moans fall freely from his mouth like the fall of a starry comet which left a dazzling array of sparkling lights in his eyes as he felt his cock drenched with pleasure. He eagerly delighted in how Ashley learned on the fly, her lips sealing around his cock, lapping and sucking along the veins of his cock with each pass. He felt his muscles tighten and an electric tingle ran across his body from the tips of himself to the core, signaling that he was getting close. Andrew tensed as he felt his orgasm run through his body from the heaving swelling of his cock with each thick spurt of cum that buried itself directly into her stomach as he began to empty his balls. But just before the end, he pulled out and with the still present glow of his own euphoria, he shot the last sputtering waves of messy cream over Ashley’s face. He took his hand and fisted around his cock to pump every last bit that he could and coated a new color over his muse.

Ashley sat there, already on the ground she could hardly collapse any further; her arms fell to her side, incapable of moving and feeling like they had held up the weight of the sky. Her body raggedly fought for air, her chest heaving and sweating for the horny fire that had been lit inside of her in subservience to her brother. Her eyes registered Andrew foggily through the haze of having been used and how he smiled at her. He was like an angel descending from heaven in spite of all the hell that had come just before.

“You’re so pretty like this,” Andrew muttered. His own voice was breathy and hoarse. He took his cock and used it to spread the pearly white ooze that had rained across Ashley’s face, turning heavy rivulets into a glaze that she wore in her entirety. The aftershocks of his earthquaking orgasm caused his cock to jump with little shivers, releasing more and fresher cum to lather her in. “You did so well for me. This is your meaning in life now, Leyley.”

Ashley nodded limply in response and her voice came out in a warble of acknowledgment. She watched as Andrew’s cock began to fall as his orgasm receded and she reached out with her tongue, flicking and extending to try and coax it back to full strength. She wanted to be the vessel from which it received pleasure because if she was that, then she was fulfilling her purpose and Andrew would have no reason to leave like everyone else did.

Andrew’s face then glowered and it sent shocks of fear into Ashley that she wasn’t doing enough, wasn’t trying hard enough to please him. “Well, what are you waiting for?” Andrew said as if he had already given her a command. Maybe he had and in Ashley’s brainless state of fucked arousal she had forgotten it that quickly. “Strip.” He watched as Ashley’s eyes widened like a drug had just kicked in as he began to do the same, tugging his sweater off and kicking his pants down.

Ashley’s arms began to move but it felt as if her bones were made of molten lead. Hot and heaviness ruled over her arms just like Andrew ruled over her soul but she couldn’t face the idea of having failed Andrew and giving him another reason to leave. Her obsession pushed her forward where courage would spur someone through a dark forest. She hooked her fingers around her shorts and panties and tried to slide them off, the act made all the more difficult from how sopping wet her underwear had become from the torrential gushing from her gasping pussy. Thick strings of her juices created bridges that connected from her convulsing lower lips to the lacey black mess of fabric that would be a miracle if it could be salvaged at this point. They broke as she slid her garments down her legs, resting her bare ass on the soggy carpet below by her own doing. She truly was no better than an animal as she sat in a puddle made from how roughly she was used like a thing and not a person. She couldn’t help but love it

All the while, Ashley stared up at Andrew in his eyes, watching for any sign of movement or disapproval like they were storm clouds on the horizon threatening a hurricane. She spread her legs slowly, her fingers gingerly working down the length of her until they reached her feet to try and put on a seductive show. She felt the way the air pressed coolly against her snatch and how her muscles bucked and sucked, begging to be filled.

Andrew watched the display, basking in the warm glow of victory. The transformation from Ashley into this lump of needy clay just begging to be fashioned into something else and new by his hand made his heart swell with a vindictive kind of pride. He knew that he could have done this at any point that he wanted to, he just had to let go of his reservations. Escaping from quarantine, being free, finally free, put him in the perfect position to be able to do this, knowing that there was no going back, but he had no reason to go back, there was nothing back there waiting for him.

Ashley placed her clothes down on the floor by Andrew’s feet as she began to undo her top. As she dragged it upwards, it soaked what was left of the drying cum off of her face where she wasn’t careful enough in her haste to be able to look at Andrew and hope that she was doing everything right for him. What wet cream was still left behind set into the fabric and stained it with the smell of his cum. Deep in her mind, she was loath to wash it, to get rid of the artifact that proved he had claimed her once, that he had loved her at this moment, that she had been good enough to make him cum.

She undid her bra and placed everything at Andrew’s feet the way one might make an offering to a god. Her chest rose and fell with the heaviness of her breathing, accentuating the perky neediness of her breasts and her fully erect nipples standing to attention for Andrew’s pleasure. She shuddered and looked up at Andrew, all demure. He hated the name, Andy; she knew that, but he had been calling her Leyley, so… surely?

“A-Andy?” Ashley hesitated. The word came out sheepishly in a false start. As soon as she said it she sucked her lips into her mouth, she wanted to take it all back, it was too risky and she needed him to be happy, to want her. She could make it u-

“Yeah, Leyley? Stand for me.” Andy said almost casually before giving her a command with an authoritative edge in his voice.

She came right there and then on the spot from the verbal acknowledgment and reciprocation. An explosion wracked her brain and sent her synapses firing in all directions from the sheer flood of ecstatic chemicals rushing through her. She came so hard that her pussy became a gurgling mess as it oozed out little jets of her own cum. If her mind weren’t so immediately fried and frazzled she might have then understood the weight of symbolism and the power that it carried. God, she was fucked. She was entirely damned. Ashley had fallen down a pit to never be seen again as she squirted all over the floor.

Really, all Leyley knew at that moment was that he was Andy and that he had given her an order, another stay on his threat to go away. It meant that she still had an opportunity to satisfy him and give him a reason to stay.

Leyley pushed her body forward, trying to fulfill what Andy had set forth for her but she couldn’t summon the strength. She just fell forward, too dizzy and worthless to even beg.

“You’re so weak and easy,” Andy murmured, his voice edging with false disappointment that he knew Leyley wouldn’t be able to make out from the genuine thing. “I’ll need to discipline you on that too, I guess. You’re not allowed to cum without my permission, you got that? You want to cum, you beg. I don’t care if it hurts or if you break, you obey me.” He grabbed Leyley from under her arms and hoisted her up.

Leyley’s legs could barely hold up her weight as she wobbled and stumbled, using Andy as a pillar to keep her steady. He was so firm, solid, and reliable; he was so crushing, subsuming, and all-encompassing. He wrapped her arms around his neck, filling his own hands with the soft flesh of her ass and tossing her up in the air like she was nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he carried her over to a wall, trapping her between him and the vertical surface.

“Thank me. Thank me like a good little slut,” Andy growled in Leyley’s ear. His body pressed forward and smashed her tits against his chest, relishing in the feel of how they flattened against him like soft cushions.

“Tha- Thyank you-” Leyley slurred deliriously. She loved how tightly Andy held on to her ass, how deeply his body seemed to dig into hers, how his cock began to stir underneath her and pressed upwards into the canyon of her spread cheeks, how it felt like he was possessive of her and wouldn’t let her go. She wanted that to be true, she needed it like she needed air to breathe. “Thank you, Andy-!” She yelped.

Andy began to chew on Leyley’s neck, biting hard and licking the sweat that came off of her body. The surprise of pain cut her off before he sank his teeth in even harder, spurring her on more. She began moaning a religious chant into Andy’s ear as he aligned his hardened cock with her sloppy pussy, her lips made all puffy from the constant leaking.

Andy lined up the head of his cock to his sister’s waiting slit, clenching hard and flexing in wait to be filled; the hole was puckering open and closed as its insides squeezed and milked at nothing. He slowly sank himself in, relishing in the myriad of sensations that first took him with the sucking sensations at his glans and spreading all across the length of his dick as he buried himself deeper and deeper to the base that ended with the massaging sensation of wet, hot muscles that lavished him from all directions. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Andy hissed through gritted teeth as Leyley’s cunt clamped down on in invading dick, every centimeter of depth he drove in was a fight as he impaled her further and further on his cock. He bottomed out as he held Leyley upright and her legs closed their vice around his waist not out of any coherent strength on her part and instead from the sheer horniness that moved her body without her consent.

Andy continued, letting his hips fall out before snatching upwards again, juices gushing out and around his cock and making a wet mess of their crotches as he slammed upwards to meet Leyley again and again. He rocked his body into her as he kept her as stationary as possible, to make it clear to her that no matter what position, he was always in control and that she was just an object within his arms. He pressed his chest against hers, luxuriating in the feeling of her pillowy tits squished against his chest, deforming up and down as he rutted in and out, letting her hard pebbles that she called nipples rub and spark against his own. Her flesh ripped with each smack as the shockwaves of pleasure rocked through her core.

And all the while, still, Leyley moaned for Andy, “Andy! Andy! Andy! AndyAndyAndy!” Her words became faster and faster, near incoherent with how each thrust seemed to shove another word out of her mouth.

“What do you think people would say if they saw you like this? That you were just a desperate whore who can only think about having their pussy filled with cum?” Andy felt Leyley clamp down even harder on top of him as she moaned at the prompt, her muscles spasmed as she let an orgasm rip through her and her eyes rolled into the back of her head, her chant only faltering in its legibility but not in the stream of noises that she still produced. “God, you fucking slut. Are you getting off on that? And what did I tell you about cumming without permission?” He slammed his cock deep home as he struck gold, the little bundle of nerves at her g-spot that caused her to violently shake with another crash of deeply fucked euphoria. If she was going to be guilty, then he figured he would help his little sister out with getting the most bang for her buck as he bucked into her delicious spot, banging her for all she was worth. “You’ve got so much to make up to me if you’re going to keep disappointing me like this.”

Leyley slumped in his arms, her body going completely limp except for the unconscious clenching of muscles to chase after the forbidden elixir that would hopefully make Andy hers again. Each orgasm triggered another orgasm, especially as Andy kept attacking her g-spot, the curve of his cock made seemingly perfect to strike at it again and again. Or maybe she was made perfect for his cock. Either way, the fact was the same as her vision kept going dark and exploding with stars that brought her to new heights that she didn’t know were possible before somehow being thrust up again like a missile being propelled by bombs.

Andy buried himself deep, down to the hilt of his cock as he groaned out. He finally let Leyley’s body drop, using her full weight to bring himself even deeper into her as his cock sprang to attention. His balls clenched and lifted as it funneled a copious amount of cum in deep and heavy rushes, strong globs traveled along his shaft and exploded out of his slit with enough force to get his knees to buckle, forcing all the weight onto Leyley and the wall to support them. He felt his slit open wide in each pulsing spasm as he released a deluge of hot cream into her pulsing cunt and filled her up with a single powerful orgasm that didn’t seem to end. His hips rolled in time with each pump of his dick as he rammed impossibly deep inside of her.

Andy felt like all he was doing was breathing out in a series of short and shallow hisses as he chased the exulting glow of his climax as he nearly fully collapsed from the sheer weight of the bliss. As he recovered, he began to drag his weakening member out of his sister who still tried to milk and tug him back inside, coaxing that there was more to be enjoyed, that she could be even better for him. When his cock was finally freed, a final orgasmic spasm from Leyley’s pussy began to release the torrent of Andy’s thick cum from her spread-open mouth like a slow and heavy waterfall that dribbled a mess onto the floor.

Andy carried Leyley back onto the bed, setting her down so she could sink into the mattress. He felt like he had climbed a mountain and, more importantly, brought the entire mountain crumbling down so no one else might be able to claim the achievement. 

For Leyley’s part, she felt like she was in a dream. So thoroughly used, she felt fulfilled in having carried out the task that Andy had dictated for her. A little switch was turned in her head where she knew that the best way to keep Andy was to make him happy and he was happiest when she was an obedient little slut. She loved being that for Andy, when he was happy, he said that he loved her. When he was happy, he used her, and no one used a thing that they hated. Her giddiness was almost deranged in the simple sense of it all. She felt Andy’s hand rub into her skin, firm petting and praise was the decadent bait that consigned her to her complete and utter doom. She giggled, feeling herself beginning to drift off…

“Oh, no,” Andy said, his voice was patronizing and dangerous. “Only I get to decide when we’re done. After all, you still need to be punished.”



Chapter 2: Ashley Decays
Summary:
The Grave"s" decide to wrap up loose ends before they leave for a new life, one where the definitions of their relationship have changed irrevocably. However, it doesn't mean that they don't have to go out without a bang.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Ashley’s heart pounded in the cage of her chest as her hands trembled and it felt like her legs would give out from under her at any minute. She walked shakily along the pavement in the gloom of the breaking day; she had tried running but came to a quick stop. She didn’t trust herself to not trip over her own feet or slip on some tiny scar on the level surface of monotonous, equivalent concrete slabs that she hurried down on. 

It would be like her to do that, wouldn’t it? Ashley couldn’t be trusted with anything, couldn’t do anything right or properly, couldn’t be loved, and, she began to crack at the thought, maybe not even worthy of it. Her eyes flicked up and down the streets, side to side toward all the houses that offensively glared back at her with their decor and facades like a clown heavy with makeup, trying to disguise the malice that lurked behind. She was certain that there were eyes behind those dark windows, staring at her, watching her pass, just waiting for the one mistake that would cause the entire thing to crash down, to give them the reason they needed to be finally unrestrained and free to hate her openly, admonish her, abandon her.

She wasn’t like this before, Ashley knew that. She used to be more confident, not bothering to care about what the world thought or how the world looked at her. In truth, everyone and everything, living and dead, couldn’t compare to the real gravity of what truly mattered in her heart; the true definition of Ashley’s world was Andrew, it was Andy. Ashley had used her powerful, maybe even domineering, personality at times to justify being at her brother’s side, both for her sake and his. But she couldn’t deny that it had been mostly for her own selfish wants, to use him as the aegis that kept everything else at bay.

It had worked for a while, but not nearly long enough for Ashley’s liking. Andrew had snapped and ripped open a wound that refused to heal and it had left her reeling. She had lost all control as he had pressed his finger directly on the moldy, sore spot, the bundle of all her horrendous, little, pricking insecurities that made her unravel like a wool sweater picked at one time too many. Because she was like that, Andrew was ready to leave her like everyone else had; she had to change. She had remembered how self-assured she was, she knew it like a fact but couldn’t understand how exactly she was like that at all. It was as if she had forgotten how to be that part of herself, only cognizant of the memory as the truth but with no knowledge of how it had ever come to be. It was like looking into a mirror and seeing someone else in your own skin. She thought that if the Ashley of the past could see her now, she would be disgusted with what she saw; that just like how she, right now, couldn’t recognize what she was like a mere month ago, that same Ashley wouldn’t be able to comprehend the miserable, little mess quivering at the legs before her. Even she would throw herself away.

None of that mattered anymore, though. There was only one thing that mattered, being good. Andrew had decided to track down their parents, rob them for everything that they were worth, and embark on their new life together. Ashley felt a little ray of hope shine and radiate the wide open fields in her heart where Andrew lived inside of her at the thought that she was included in those plans for the future. It tasted like sunshine and rainbows, it was rich and sweet that Andrew still intended to keep her. But then she felt the cold splash of recent events rain down on her and it all melted away, igniting that panic in her to hurry all the faster to get back to the house.

Their mother had caught them in the act, and not any act that Ashley would have much preferred to have been caught in. And Andrew had immediately taken charge of the situation, telling Ashley exactly what to do, which resulted in both parents being bound and gagged in the basement. It went so smoothly, Ashley couldn’t help but swoon a little at how good it felt to have him be so reliable, to tell her what to do so she didn’t have to think about those things. It was so easy and natural to follow his orders, to just let him take care of all of the hard choices. All she had to focus on was making sure that Andrew got whatever he needed. She just wished that he hadn’t instructed her away.

“Take the card and pick up the rest of the money. Mom and I still need to have a little chat,” Andrew had said. His voice had the deep, resonant tone of distant thunder rolling across the sky that Ashley could feel reverberate in her chest, the kind that made it impossible for her to question it at the moment. His eyes were like dark storm clouds but just before the rain broke, it carried a threat within the deepness of those watery orbs, but Ashley couldn’t tell if it was leveled towards her or their mother. She couldn’t bear the thought of testing it and being deprived of Andrew’s affection if he turned on her again, so she had left with all her protests still in her head, dutiful and obedient just like he had taught her to be.

She shivered like a leaf against winter’s wind, barely hanging onto her branch when she already should have long let go. Or maybe it was the tree itself that would let her go. After all, trees regrow their leaves each year but was each regrown leaf the same? Or was Ashley just her own, miserable, one-of-a-kind foliole; what if she were grown and made just for this year only to wither and decompose away while the tree moved on, growing and sprouting new boughs without a care for that which it dropped each autumn?

She felt so small at that moment. She was away from his side for only a few minutes- had it been an hour? Maybe it had been a little longer, but she missed him too terribly. Her heart was tight and it felt like it was being constricted in an iron cage lined with pointed needles. She craved for him, she wanted more than anything to be right at his side where just his presence was enough to settle her heart and fill the aching emptiness that gnawed at her from within her tar-black soul. The choking sensation she felt now was different, far too different; before, when things had been safe, the choking had been because she was being filled with love. Now, it was the cold crushing reality of what life could be like if Andrew wasn’t there in her life. She felt a whimper rising in her throat as it clenched in anxious want. She desperately spurred her gait for their parent’s house, promising to rise in view soon. She yearned for Andrew so badly, she wanted to be filled with him, impaled on him, to melt at his touch, to do anything that made him happy because that made her happy. Her mind was filled with debauched thoughts, just like Andrew had said that they were, he was the only one who knew the true depths of them and still, he hadn’t abandoned her. Not yet at least. She yearned to get back to him as soon as possible with all the fervor of a starving man trapped in the desert; she wanted to be good for him, to tell him and give him all the reasons that he was right to not throw her away yet, that she would never give him a reason to leave her. She had to keep it that way.

The Graves’ house finally rose like the drawing sun over the horizon that she was moving towards; Ashley didn’t want to feel the light on her, it made her too easy to see. The idyllic little cottage dripped and oozed with its heavy coats of homeliness and fresh-baked cookie aromas that covered up the deep rot that sat below: that their parents had traded her for this life of picturesque barbeques and neighborhood block parties. But they traded Andrew too, right? Surely he would see that, he was so much smarter than she was, so he had to- he would know that he was betrayed too-and that would mean that Ashley was more loyal-
-andbeingloyalwouldmeanthatAndrewwouldchooseheroverthem-RIGHT!?

Ashley’s hyperventilating mind swam in a whirlpool of thoughts as she reached for the door, twisting the knob and entering without a sound, as if letting the creaking floors announce her presence would invite all the scrutiny that would fall on her shoulders like a landslide of bludgeoning bricks.

Ashley slid into the house, pressing her back against the door to softly shut it with a click as if it were about to burst open against a horde, the only lone shield against the great gathering of her detractors, the vitriol dribbling from the perceived lips in her imagination. She spread her arms out, leaning against the wooden platform with all her weight as if to prevent it from being battered down to prevent the black, nightmarish hands from clawing and grasping at her. Was she really this pathetic?

Ashley needed Andrew. The world felt too small but too big at the same time, crushing in around her with enemies lurking in every direction and so impossibly vast at the same time at all the many things that could go wrong with just one step; if there were only one right choice to make, then that meant that there was an infinite number of possibilities and outcomes that led to the bad endings. And with odds like that, how could she trust herself to make those choices? She was bound to choose wrong! It was all stacked against her!

Ashley almost lurched forward off the door, almost fell to her knees like she was dry heaving- maybe she actually was. Her hands caught herself on her knees as she struggled forward. Her feet shuffled more than they rose and fell as she carried what felt like the dead weight of her body to the direction of the basement. She just needed to get down there, then everything would be right again, she could just put everything into more capable hands and a more solid head. And then she heard the tone of a voice, one that immediately registered in her mind as dulcet and wonderful before the context began to hit her brain. Her instinct scrambled to life as she felt herself begin to pick apart every single audible quality of what bounced off the hard, desolate basement walls, what emotions were carried in the voice, how loud, who it could be directed towards, all so she could try to diffuse the situation before things were too late.

“-alk about her that way.” It was Andrew’s voice. It was low and focused, the tone that immediately snapped Ashley from her intoxication that came just from registering the owner of that voice and sent her into a state of panic and fear. It was the same kind of voice that he had all those nights ago.

“Oh, come on, forget about this nonsense,” Ashley registered their mother’s voice. Her heart squeezed in her heart and her eyes widened. In a single moment, she couldn’t breathe, the thought that their mother might be able to sweet talk her way into swaying Andrew to abandon Ashley felt too real. Because why would anyone ever choose her over the rest that the world would have to offer? The competition didn’t even exist, there was no comparison! Andrew had admitted such a thing himself. “We can sort the documents out. Hell, you can even live here if that doesn’t work out! You can leave this whole mess behind you, just like that.”

Ashley held still, that maybe if she didn’t move a muscle, didn’t let a single gasp slip from or through her, that somehow if she held just like that, she could stop time and prevent her from hearing the damning answer that would come next. That just like that, even though she had listened to him and been so loyal, Andrew would slip through her fingers just like that. Maybe she deserved it. Did a person like her deserve anything good in the world?

“That’s okay. I’m not really interested.”

Ashley felt the next inhale hit with all the force of a punch to the gut but with none of the pain. Was it shock? Wonder, maybe? Perhaps it was more accurate to say it was disbelief colored by a rising wave of relief. She had been so caught up in Andrew’s voice that she had forgotten about her mother. Her voice sounded crushed and forced like the words were being shoved through a hole too small, they came out with a quickness that Ashley was only too familiar with, recognizing it as desperation.

“Wait- But- But that-.... That doesn’t make any sense. Why would you not-......” Their mother’s voice turned from its grasping pleading, trying to disguise her distress as control over the situation, to something flat. “Ah, I get it. You fuck her.”

Ashley waited and hesitated to see what Andrew would say next. Surely, he hadn’t heard her enter the house, so maybe this would be the perfect opportunity for confirmation. She felt that panic in her rise again. It hurt her how often and consistently her worries rose inside of her; it was like looking at a car accident on the side of the road, horrific and ugly but you were incapable of tearing your eyes away. She wasn’t sure if she was ready but she needed to know at the same time.

“Do you have a problem with that? Honestly, it’s a bit rich coming from you,” Andrew’s voice was like a mirror to their mother’s deadbeat monotone voice, the apathy that drenched his words could make Ashley immediately visualize his lidded eyes cast down in indifference. But for Ashley, that indifference was the decadent drug that needed to be injected straight into her heart. It was enough that she could delude herself into thinking that because he didn’t care about what their mother thought, then the rest of society would have no chance, that if he dismissed this offer so out of hand, she was more valuable than all those other things. After all, no one knew Andrew as well as she did, no one was better for him or committed to his happiness as much as she was. So why not let it be her? She was the natural choice after all. She wanted to believe that so much, damn the morals and the ethics, he had chosen her . Maybe… even loved her?

“Oh, that is disgusting! Andrew, she’s your sister for God’s sake!” Their mother’s choked words were characterized with filthy judgment.

“Well, you are right about something. She is mine. Besides, none of this is really any of your business. Not after what a sorry excuse you gave to being a mother and definitely not after the scam you pulled. Really, Mom, don’t look at me like that, how stupid do you think I am? You sold me off for parts and used it to buy a house and a middle-class life. Not that I don’t respect it, but it does mean that what comes next is well deserved.”

Ashley crawled forward, she didn’t even realize that she had gotten down on all fours. Maybe it was the most natural position for her to take, after all. She eased forward, fueled by the elation that Andy’s tenuous confirmation had given her, it was more than enough in her mind. Her hands grasped for the walls and the railing, pulling herself up so she could descend the stairs. “I’m back!” Even she was surprised at how giddy and full her voice sounded in her ears as she felt a smile tug at her lips, at the idea that today would be a safe day for her. “I got the money!” She was so eager to report back her success to him.

Ashley practically skipped down the stairs where she saw the scene stretch out before her. Tied and bound against the central support column of the basement were their parents. Their father still gagged but his eyes bulged wide as his pupils flicked from subject to subject; in truth, he was insignificant to what was going on, more a bystander who had gotten too close and dragged into the dangerous gravity of the situation. Their mother, on the other hand, was decidedly not gagged. The wet rag that served that purpose hung around her neck as she looked at Andrew, her hands were bound between her and the beam, made to sit down which forced her to look up to her captor. For Andy’s part, he held the cleaver in one hand, it was colored with a thin line of blood down the sharpened lip of the blade and he had his left foot propped against their mother’s clavicle, digging pressure between her shoulder and neck and no doubt the source of the strained edges of their mother’s tone as she tried to bargain for Andrew's defection. He turned his head back almost casually, letting his hair dangle just slightly in the movement as he cast his eyes onto Ashley as she came down the stairs.

“That’s my girl,” Andy said with a dark smile that tugged at just one of the sides of his lips. He put his arm out which still held the cleaver to make room for Ashley to fill the space and she almost jumped into his arms at the invitation. He wrapped himself around her, her neck filling the crook of his arm as he pulled her into him and pressed her into his face.

Ashley felt the sensation of his lips kissing softly against the side of her head and the feeling of him breathing in the scent of her hair. She could feel the butterflies in her chest that seemed like they were going to carry her heart away like they were taking a souvenir on migration and the lids of her eyes almost fluttered in response to the warm blanket of safety and security that he provided. She couldn’t care any less about how anyone saw them, not even their parents, not when she was so snuggly secured in the arms of her world.

“It sounds like you were good for me,” Andrew said, the deep gravel of his voice vibrated across his own chest and she luxuriated in pushing her body closer towards his own body heat to chase the feeling that he made when he did something as simple as talk.

“Mhm,” Ashley said, nodding against him without even bothering to try for real words. She tried to bite her lip to prevent herself from smiling too wide but it was clearly failing. Softly, off in the distance that wasn’t all too distant, she could hear the screaming tirade of their mother but the words slid right off of her like oil on water.

“And I know you want to be even better for me, yeah?”

Ashley kept unconsciously nodding her head along. How right he was. She was almost panting, mouth relaxed open like a dog as she heavily breathed him in. He didn't even need to say anymore, already the floor beneath her mind had opened up and swallowed her entirely in fantasies of how he would have his way with her; she was thirsty and depraved for it, needed it maybe even more than he wanted it.

“On the bed. Get ready for me,” Andy growled into her ear. She could feel how from just the waves in his voice entering into her ear, it turned to liquid heat that pooled towards her core. She was growing wet on command for him and from the pure dominance in his voice and the notion that she was desirable.

Leyley peeled herself quickly off of Andy, dropping her shorts on the spot for him as he turned his attention away from her. She pouted at it, she should have put on more of a show for him to get his eyes fixed on her at all times. It was a forgivable offense she saw as he reached down to their mother, still protesting all the way as she watched the debauched scene advance in front of her, a horror show she couldn’t stop watching, and he plugged her mouth with the gag once more so that he could fuck his sister in all the calm that two muffled voyeurs would allow them to have.

Leyley turned her back towards the bed, taking small, lingering steps backward so she could keep her eyes fixed on Andy, who in turn rested his own gaze on his sister. He radiated with grim, seductive confidence, the slight smirk that played on his lips, the focus in his eyes, and the simple uncaring attitude at the constrained noises that their parents made as they began to see this incestuous dance begin. 

Leyley was determined to put on a show for Andy now. She curled her fingers around the hem of her top as she crossed her arms over herself, gingerly lifting and tugging at the fabric to slowly reveal inch after inch of herself; first, she began with the exposure of the cream of her stomach, characterized by her tight waist and the little divots around her belly button. Then upwards to the generous swell of her tits, the undersides of their luscious fat hanging like heavy fruits that sat tantalizing in a summer’s dew. The top traced over her breasts and she began working quickly from one task to the next to disrobe herself of her bra; letting the strap hang loosely around her shoulders as she bared more of her soft skin for Andy before revealing the growing tips of her nipples, having hardened themselves out of their little hiding places to greet their loving sibling. She smiled, lips parted, even bathed in the attention that Andy paid her, the idea that she was putting on a good show for her brother pushed her further and further into the depths of depravity all for his satisfaction and whatever small drops of gratification that he would grant her as well.

Leyley felt the edges of the mattress connect against the space behind her knees as she fell backward, the top fully drawn off of her and tossed from her fingers. She leaned her weight back as she spread her legs for him, her hands snaking down the sides of her generous ass, softly squishing into the flesh that she carried there just to show off how pliable and supple she was for him. She pulled her legs up, forming an M with her legs as she reached into her core at her snatch already beginning to obediently drip wet with arousal in faith to Andy’s desires. With her fingers, she teased at the outer lips of her pussy, rubbing little circles around and teasing at the opening and closing of her cunt, before she finally spread herself apart for her brother, revealing the deeply wet and pink insides of her massaging channel, already wanting to gush for him.

Leyley settled herself on her back, pulling both her legs and cunt as wide as she could for Andy to sink himself into as easily as possible. Andy took his time in his own undressing, laying the cleaver down, he looked satiated like a lion returning to its den after a successful hunt. In smooth motions, he reached behind him and pulled his sweater off revealing his bare chest and his beautiful, slender arms, how they were capable of both inflicting pain yet also putting her at such ease. He towered over her like a mountain, running his hand across her skin and squeezing softly yet possessively at the pillowy flesh that she laid bare for him to feast on as he wished.

Andy took a playful finger and pressed the digit into Leyley’s waiting and sucking cunt, gathering heavy drops of the oozing lust that flowed out of her. He slickly moved from the snug corner of the base of her slit and dragged upwards, sending little delightful shivers up Leyley’s body as he elicited little reactions from the overexcited nerves that rested just behind her muscles’ walls until at last he reached the top of her and pressed the coy little button that had its hood pulled back at Leyley’s behest, all the better to enthusiastically display everything for him. He ground a smooth, round movement with his glistening wet finger against her engorged clit, trembling with anticipation and intensifying the shivers that ran through her into shocks that caused her body to buck and her voice to whimper through gritted, grinning teeth that tried to keep her lips pressed closed. He loved how stupid she looked as her eyes rolled up, fucked drunk on just the promise of pleasure, doing everything that she could to keep some modicum of composure that they both knew she didn’t have in her, but the effort was so sickly adorable how could it not be lauded?

Andy flicked up against her clit causing Leyley to moan and more juices to flush out of her. With his other hand, he rubbed up and down against her held-back leg, letting his fingers sink into the cool skin rapidly heating with the promise of sex. He took his slick-covered digit and raised it to his mouth, opening slowly to relish in the pure taste of his sister, the unadulterated flavor of her before her insides were brutally rearranged and flooded with the taste of him as well. He let it rest on his tongue as he suckled and then licked down the rest of the finger to the knuckle, pursuing as a heavy, pearly drop ran along his length, carving a wet path that he swiftly caught and savored. He leaned down and pressed a loving kiss against her quivering pussy, still pried open for him by her own hands.

His eyes slid up Leyley’s body from down there, appreciating the sight of the valleys and the hills of her body, the exquisite trenches of her stomach, and the heaving mounds of her breasts as her lungs filled and deflated with horny breath, all of which marked with painstaking scars from previous craving bites. “No,” Andy whispered, authoritative but not dangerous. “Not this cunt today, Leyley,” he took in a deep whiff of her musk as if trying to commit it to memory as he pulled away. “On your stomach, face down, ass up. But don’t worry, I saw how good you were for me, spreading yourself open. Keep doing that for me, yeah?”

Delight spread across Leyley’s mind like frosting over a cake. She loved to listen to Andy and loved to follow his orders, she basked in the certainty of his voice. She immediately let go of her legs and turned onto her stomach, spreading her legs far apart to form a pyramid with her body to support her and all the back-and-forth rocking that her body was already unconsciously performing for her brother. The prelude to a deep, gratifying lovemaking. God, she hoped that she was right about that. She reached her hands back and just like she did with her pussy, she gripped onto the globes of her cheeks and spread them open revealing a cute, little winking starfish for Andy. She pressed her face deep into the cushion of the blankets, her body was already rolling backward and forward at the scintillating portent of what was to come. She bent her head back over her shoulder so she could see how Andy was approaching her from behind.

“Good girl,” Andy cooed. He ran his hands to wrap around Leyley’s waist and pressed them up along her back littered with teeth marks as he rubbed appreciatively at how well she followed orders. “One last thing, Leyley. Face that way for me. You want to show our parents your slutty little face as you cum on my cock, don’t you? I know you do.”

At the tugging of her brother’s hands, Leyley felt her body move into her new position. It was so easy and natural to just follow whatever he said. She didn’t truly grasp the full weight of what he had said until her ass sat wiggling in happiness towards the headboard and her front pointed towards the far end of the room where their parents sat, bound in their physicality and their attention as they were forced to drink in the sight of their children. Andy put himself onto his knees as he pressed Leyley down, causing her rump to rise higher into the air for him and her face to sink lower down. No longer looking back at him, Leyley just opened her mouth, ready for the rough fucking that she was promised and only her eyes looked up so she could see the expressions of twisted horror and reluctant, shamed arousal take over their parents. She needed no justification to have them beholden to this spectacle, Andy said that she wanted it and that was reason enough, but deep down, she knew that she certainly had quite the diabolical litany of reasons as to why to torture them before they went; they had sacrificed the both of them to buy this new life, now came the hidden dues. She was excited at so many different prospects, at Andy’s cock gouging out a new place for itself inside of her, for the drawing of disgust and revulsion on their parent’s faces, and the potential for what the new future held in store for them.

Andy hooked his thumb down the waistband of his pants and shoved the fabric out of the way, letting his cock spring forward and wave a hello to Leyley’s puckering hole. He reached down and with several fingers began to maul at her pussy now audibly wet from her flooding and the slick clenching of her sucking muscles. His fingers immediately became wet with the juices that he collected, this time not to taste, however. Instead, he brought his hand back and smeared his fingers generously along the culvert of her butt that led to her winking orifice and applied heavy servings of her own lube, made all the easier with how Leyley dutifully pried herself open and apart for him.

Leyley felt herself fully relax into the motions, pushing her butt back against her brother as her spine curved deliriously, turning her into just a slab of fuckable meat for Andy. She let herself close her eyes to let the euphoria of the moment wash over her. It was just as he had said, this was her purpose, to give pleasure and to chase it, her body was made for sex and for Andy, all she wanted was his cum and to cum herself. The hot, liquid desire sloshed around her and pooled at the bottom of her core and seemed to drain right out of her sopping pussy lips only to be collected and redirected to her asshole.

Andy pressed a finger a little deeper into the gorge that Leyley so eagerly presented for him. Her asshole puckered and nibbled at his digits as it winked open and closed in time with her pussy, sucking in her own cum to lubricate down her deep channels. He let his finger sink into the first knuckle, playfully probing and eliciting slutty whines and keening from Leyley as she rocked to the rhythm of her own song. Her knees trembled as Andy pressed his finger in deeper, sinking into the burning interior of his sister’s covetous anus, her muscles clamping down and trying to draw him in deeper in some effort it seemed to have her body held up entirely by Andy’s hand inside of her. He rubbed and curled along as he added a second finger, and then a third, spreading open her anal ring for him as he increased his intensity and speed. He began to deeply finger bang his sister’s ass for all it was worth to prepare for his next entreaty that she would be incapable of denying.

When he finally withdrew from her, Andy looked down and saw a gasping hole that couldn’t fully close the ring that sat within the crack of her ass anymore. Leyley was completely out of it, whining and moaning high-pitched noises, incomprehensible to anything other than being overloaded with orgasmic ecstasy, and the real show had yet to even begin. He pressed his hips forward and took both of his hands over the top of her own, laying his cock down like a railroad between the pillows of her butt and pressing her hands to reverse the order where she was spreading her ass for him, now she pushed her cheeks together. Andy slid his cock up and down along her drenched crack, rolling her round, pert ass back and forth, dragging them in time with his own thrusts to jerk himself off as he hotdogged himself in her. He could feel how her asshole kissed at the underside of his shaft as he went, begging for it to enter. He lightly smacked at her hands, compelling them to fall off and hang limply at her side as she was sent off to an unconscious heaven at being used.

Andy smiled as he raised his dominant hand up and let it fall like the lighting and caused a cracking noise like thunder, sending her ass rippling in short, destructive waves. Leyley screamed in ecstasy, moaning as she bit her lip and rocked her body forward with the thrust before the next one fell on the same spot. It wasn’t pain she was so much as feeling a different form of pleasure altogether, after all, nothing that Andy did to her was bad and she loved all of it. She felt the red, hot heat of his searing touch and the dazzling electric-like signals that sparkled out from the impact like stars, mimicking the ones that she saw in her eyes as she let the world around her grow dim and unfocused, her mind entirely set to the task of pleasing and being pleased in turn.

“You’re ready for me now. You’re my little cockslut,” Andy stated rather than phrase anything he said as a question, never giving her a moment to be able to question things or to form an opposing position on anything that he held. Whatever he said was their shared position, no rebuttals, as he began to line himself up with Leyley’s ass. “What are you?” He tested.

“Ahndee… cawk-slhut…” Leyley moaned in response, her bite released her lip and her mouth fell open, tongue lolling out as she pressed her wet organ against the blanket.

“That’s right!” He grunted, Andy fell over Leyley, his body almost wrapping around her like a glove on a hand, his chest pressed against her back and his cockhead teased at the opening of her anus. His hips were the only real part of his body not pressed against hers, tantalizing her with the promise of slamming down and connecting the euphoric circuit. “My little cockslut, my little cumdumpster. You’re so pretty and cute when you’re like this,” he pressed his lips against her neck for a soft kiss that opened into a greedy bite.

And then Andy sank his hips forward, plunging his cock into her hungry asshole that swallowed and clung around the glans of his head like a crown with all the ease of practice that her real mouth had been trained to do just the same. He fell into her dick first and Leyley’s sphincter clasped around his cock and her walls almost dragged him inside as it sucked and massaged him all the way in its glorious welcoming committee. And then finally, his groin connected against the plushness of her ass as he sank all the way into her and they were deeply connected. He released her from his teeth to whisper in her ear, “You love this. You’re making a fucking puddle on the bed. You’re my beautiful little cocksleeve.”

Leyley wasn’t certain if she were small or he was big or if somehow he was just growing in size inside of her, but the way that she felt being spread open was unlike any before, not from being speared through her needy cunt nor through her aching throat. No matter the real answer, she felt everything he did to her, everything he said to her, it shot straight through her nervous system with no resistance flowing straight to her cunt as it squeezed around nothing rhythmically and flooded her senses with unrestrained ecstasy. She keened and squirmed beneath him, wiggling her ass for even more friction and movement as she was filled up to the brim, unable and unwilling to deny it.

Andy pulled back and thrust inward, hard. Short and shallow rutting filled the basement with the meaty, wet smacking of their impacts as he began to set his punishing pace for her. He almost couldn’t fully pull out as the ring of Leyley’s asshole clung onto his shaft and begged for it to stay long. His hands moved from her ass and went for her waiting tits, the heavy flesh and erect nipples swayed as the motion rocked through Andy’s body into Leyley’s. His hands were filled with the eagerly awaiting orbs of dough, he squeezed and rubbed, letting the flesh fill between his fingers in how ample they were for him; he pinched at her rock-hard nubs, sending jolts and shivers running through her body.

The siblings’ parents could only sit there, trapped and captivated by the sight of the rolling motion that overtook both of their children as they fucked one another. Of how their son dominated and thrust in with punishing strokes and how their daughter lavished in the degradation that rocked her body back and forth like the tide on the beach. The sound and the smell were becoming inescapable, if they didn’t have their gags, they might have even tasted the musk of sex in the air.

Tears brimmed and burst from Leyley’s eyes as her mouth was dragged and fixed into a permanent fucked smile. She was so full with Andy, stuffed with his dick; this was her purpose proclaimed before and confirmed time and time again. It brought her enough happiness that she might have even been fine with dying if this was the last thing she experienced. Andy’s cock completely carved new spaces for itself, it rearranged her insides as he dragged himself out and shoved himself back in. She felt his jerks and the involuntary stutters of his cock and that seemed to press deeper into her, sending radiating waves of intense heat and pleasure through her body, scintillating her cells as they traveled from her core to the tips of her fingers and toes, even the strands of her hair.

Andy’s cock was milked and massaged, drenching, wet heat squeezed him from every direction. Leyley’s channel closed around his dick from every direction and the head of his cock felt as if it had reached the end before his hips thrust forward a little deeper and he found that she kept going. The tightness was completely unlike her pussy, tight like a euphoric vice that kept kissing his shaft up and down in how her muscles spasmed around him. Every time that he drove into her, it felt fresh and new as her body tried to fight to retain its original shape, letting him plunge into the virginal sensation again and again.

Andy groaned and pushed himself off of Leyley’s back, his fingers raking along her tits as they too were dragged away. One hand grabbed a fistful of her hair and the other grabbed the limp arm that lay useless on the bed as Leyley was fucked stupid. With a tug, he yanked them both back, revealing his sister’s cock drunk face to his family and using her arm as leverage with her dead weight at the front to keep her in place as he pulled his hips back and slammed back again, this time, instead of down, he fucked up. Leyley’s tits wobbled and bounced in the recoil that rocked through her body as her juices began to splatter and splash freely at the humping motions that rolled through her. Her body was contorted in new, perverse angles for Andy’s amusement like she was a toy.

With Andy as the puppet master behind her and she was his malleable marionette, it looked as though she were trying to fuck the air in a show for their parents. She moaned and screamed all the while, her eyes rolling into the back of her head and her muscles convulsing to milk Andy’s cock and to squirt her juices in a messy spray in front of her, her lewd expression clear as day for their parents to bear witness to. From within her ass, she could feel how his massive dick had pressed into the channels of her desperately empty cunt, small little blessed bolts of secondhand pleasure rocked from one hole to the next as he struck at bundles of closely placed nerves. Her sense of reality was falling away and she wouldn’t have it any other way, she loved it and she was so close to cumming what was left of her brains out. With her body held upright by Andy, she could believe that she was floating in space. The idea of her “self” was falling away and redefined to being just a cylinder of flesh that gripped around her brother’s kicking and jumping cock, to be used like a pocket pussy whenever the need or want arose in him.

Finally, it was too much, like a dam holding back water for centuries, nature took its course. Leyley’s breath heaved, there wasn’t a single scream as much as there were many, small, short moans of whorish delight as ecstasy took over her body and ruled over it with a hand that pressed every single button of euphoria and lit her nerves up like a Christmas tree. Her orgasm came in waves and thunderous crashes, short and powerful that seemed to flow from one into the next; it was not necessarily many short orgasms, but orgasms so powerful that they cut the preceding one off so that the next could have its moment. Her body completely tensed in turn and time, growing tighter and tighter and-

And then Andy exploded. His arms lashed around her front like whips and held Leyley possessively and tight close to his own body as he jutted his hips upwards as his balls clenched in the same direction. His dick surged inside of her as wave after wave of thick, hot semen came crashing out and rope after rope of cream began to be injected deep inside of her. He groaned right next to Leyley’s ear, the audible confirmation that she had done well for him as he bit down hard on the other side of her neck hard enough to mark the occasion. His hips lurched as it felt like his dick was trying to dive deeper in and further up Leyley’s clamped tight asshole, his body was running off of base instinct in the unconscious rutting and rolling to chase after his own pleasure, not caring that it was “the wrong hole.”

Both siblings felt the tension and the strength leave their legs, the only thing keeping the pair up. Andy gingerly let Leyley down, having her rest in the space between his legs and on top of his chest, their breathing hard and irregular but slowly recovering. He licked at where he was rough enough to draw little beads of blood, kissing along the length of her neck and down her shoulders as she fought for consciousness as the aftershocks of her orgasms still quaked through her, her body shuddering occasionally as to show it. He pulled himself out of his sister and took his hands to once again play at the fatness of her tits, treating them more like stress balls than anything else and Leyley like a stuffed animal. His eyes refocused with cold calculation as they settled onto their parents, their expressions drained with all but fury, disgust, and horror; their muffled words were like the droning of flies around Andy and he could easily ignore that.

Leyley soon began to come to, cum dribbled out of her punished rear and began to pool a stain into the blanket of their shared, debauched bed. She felt that Andy was still ravenously squeezing her breasts and she felt herself sink deeper into the warm glow of his chest at how she could still be of use to him, conscious or otherwise.

Andy took a hand and pressed a finger into the wet soaked stain on the bed beneath Leyley’s butt and began to play with her asshole once again. “Hm, we should look into getting you a plug for this. You’d like that.” And she again found herself nodding to it before the significance had fully registered in her mind, and then she found herself nodding all the more faithfully.

“But first thing’s first,” Andy said, his low growl continuing, needing to fight over the clutter of the other voices vying for attention. “Mom and Dad.”

How dare they, Leyley thought. She dimly raged at the thought that these unfaithful creatures, even to each other, would try to come between the two of them even now. “Is it time?” she asked, her voice hoarse and exhausted but her soul entirely committed to what it seemed that it had finally come to.

“Yeah,” Andy’s voice rumbled with a deep, sinister bass. “But maybe after one more go. I want to see my little quick shot squirting all over them.”

Leyley felt her heart bloom with warmth as she smiled at the idea. It didn’t matter what she was told to do, whatever the cause was, anything was worth it to be his Leyley.



Chapter 3: Flowers Bloom on Decaying Corpses
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
She turned her head and let the drowsiness drain from her like water through a funnel, slow yet undeniable. She was held in the invisible, intangible arms of warmth that seemed to cling to her from every direction. The comfort of the heat was like a hug that didn’t want to let her go. Leyley sighed contentedly, her breath pressing against the space between the legs of her loving, still unconscious, brother above her. His limbs were parted wide enough that she could make herself comfortable on their new shared bed, their previous occupants and owners having been finally sent off with a familial farewell. Andy’s legs served her as a pillow, a place to rest her own head and swaddle herself in the cradle of his affection. Yet, even in the dim interiors of under the covers, Leyley’s eyes focused on the prize that rested right in front of her, laying hot and heavy across her face as her lips pressed against the space between where his shaft and balls met; there it was, the most favorite “limb” of her brother’s.

Leyley nudged her head forward enough that she could lay her nose atop of Andy’s length in turn to breathe in the thick musk of him and her that clung to his skin; that which their shared fluids, freely spilled between them, had mixed together, settled, and dried to become part of the heavy cologne that she had begun to realize that she couldn’t do without. Her nose flared as she subconsciously rubbed herself against his length, her nostrils nibbling at his skin he she inhaled and exhaled with how much she loved the scent. To smell this concoction was the lingering proof of their love and dedication to each other in this newfound life that they were making together. It was the sweet smell of hazy triumph, classically conditioned deep in her mind that to inhale the weighty aroma of sex that exuded off of their bodies, most importantly off of his body, meant safety and approval.

Andy was still soft against Leyley’s face and she loved it either way. But there was something so utterly romantic about feeling the dull, radiating heat from her protector and lover’s cock that splayed itself across her face like a branding iron that was completely unlike the intense emotions that came from when his powerful dick had become fully erect and rutted across her face with wild abandon, marking her as his property. It was the quiet, certain promise of so many things to come that made her forget all her worries and focus in on the moment, it was the thin veil that activated the imagination and left her salivating, and it was the warmth that seeped from one body into another that seemed to breed life and goodness into what she already knew was little more than a pathetic, cold shell that only had meaning and purpose at the behest of someone else’s hand; his hand.

Perhaps, Leyley thought, she could show just how grateful she was for that. To know what her destiny was prescribed for her without even suffering a second to have to think or doubt, to contemplate or to worry, was a freedom from choice. She was safely bound by a course that was made just for her, one that she had denied once before, been entirely ignorant to, but had now been enlightened. She was trapped and she was happier for it because even shackles feel like armor when you’ve been naked against the elements of the harsh world all your life.

She nuzzled affectionately against her brother, still sleeping. Andy’s deep regular breaths echoed across his body in slow and steady waves; its consistency was reassuring, like knowing that the sun would rise each day, that the next breath would still yet come. Leyley had a happy little thought that hopped across her brain like a bunny in a prairie on a sunny spring’s day, that she should be able to give her brother who protected her and treated her so well when she finally behaved for him a very wet and pleasurable start to his day.

Leyley kissed Andy’s shaft, feeling the organ twitch happily, if maybe dreamily, at the press of her cool lips relative to the glowing heat of his deep core. Her tongue snaked out for a greeting of its own as she closed her eyes and felt them roll backward in her head as she closed off as many sensations as she could so that she might be able to heighten that which she tasted. Spreading across her palette was the sublime epiphany of their union, she drank in all of the lustful mixture, of sweat and cum that still lingered; from the right of the glorious sack to the left, she kept to her ardent task, flattening out the skin as much as she could so that she could release and scoop every aspect of essence that lingered between the folds of his skin as she bathed him in her tongue.

Andy began to grow against Leyley’s face, swelling and becoming thicker and heavier as his blood pulsed south to greet her with its own fevered kiss upon her features, her eyes now fluttering with joy. With a little kick, she felt Andy’s legs tug at the assault she began to lay on top of him. She licked her lips so that each kiss would be wet and so that she would be able to savor just that little extra taste of him that lingers from where she had made contact deeply against his skin from previous rendezvous.

His cock began to fully rise, pointing straight up and almost dragging Leyley’s face along as if it had its own hands to cup the sides of her cheeks and pull her along. It rested vertically against her, from the tip at her forehead to the shaft pressing against the side of her nose that flared as it continued to swallow his thick scent, to his balls hugging close against her chin as she reveled in its entirety, the little shifts of Andy’s hips against her created loving friction which caused his now fully erect dick to smear against his sister. She eyed it like the treat that it was, her eyes widening and she could almost feel her pupils dilating as they marveled at the object of her desires, the thing that so easily confirmed her meaning in life.

Leyley pulled her head even further up, opening her mouth until she finally reached the top. Some strange, large bulge had risen from beneath the covers that Andy was still far too unconscious to be aware of before the creature responsible for the mystery bump sank down deep and hard around his standing spear. Swallowing the length of her brother whole, she placed his cock onto the pillow of her tongue and sucked, forming a vacuum seal around her mouth and using the suction to bring him deeper up into her throat and to lower herself further down onto his cock that began to spread her throat open. At the polite invitation of her coaxing mouth and tongue, Andy’s hips began to rock in circular motions as he chased after the wet, milking pleasure that coated his shaft, gently fucking his sister’s mouth even while still asleep.

The taste of all of their past misdeeds exploded in a symphony of flavors more extreme and intense than just the simple hints of essence and emulsions that she partook in from just the simple tonguing she had performed. The insides of her skull felt hot and fuzzy as she bobbed her head up and down, lavishing in the differing textures of Andy’s shaft, her tongue trailing up and down against the veins that began to bulge along the side of his cock that she slurped at. It was like lights were strobing on the insides of her mind as she melted and watched a painting being crafted against the interior walls of her psyche that sent ripples of erotic joy down to her core, beginning to convulse with anticipation and desperate want. Alternating between the slavish devotion that drove her to lap at every inch of his beautiful dick, from the intensely packed flavor-filled base to the tip that began to weep and drip with pre-cum and fresh flavor, she instead buried her face between the legs of her brother and nuzzled her face into his groin like she might be able to somehow take him deeper into her milking passage, the motions of her head doing wonders to massage the cock as it thrived deeply within her.

Two sources of pressure landed and rested at the top of Leyley’s head through the covers, heavy and flat. Hands, she realized, the hands of her beloved brother and owner, she really didn’t care about the semantics anymore. Andy’s hips lurched up, driving into her face and smushing her even deeper into the self-imposed embrace that she had around him. He groaned with a throaty and deep voice, one that still radiated with the shifting bass of drowsiness, “Now this is a good start to the morning.”

Leyley couldn’t help but smile around the cock that she was deepthroating. She couldn’t say much, but she tried anyway, attempting to wish him the happiest and sloppiest of good mornings that sent little vibrations running throughout her throat and sending tingling sparkles up and down his length. The praise rotted her brain and made her all melty and gooey, her pussy began to spasm at the sounds of Andy’s morning voice, wanting to please it and be pleased in turn, wanting to squeeze into out into a drink and sip at it like morning coffee; she supposed she could make do with a serving of fresh morning cream instead. The blankets lifted off of her, revealing the downcast mixed expression of austere approval as he reached down to palm at the side of her head more directly. She looked up at him with wide happy eyes, all the while still dutifully attending to the worship of his cock.

Andy felt a simmering sensation of victory and grim satisfaction as he looked down at his sister. She was entirely broken in mind, body, and soul. She was broken around his cock as she dragged at it through her mouth like being without it might kill her; for all she knew, it would. He felt pride bubble inside him like a hot pit of crude oil. She was his Ashley. And while she was like this, she was his Leyley. All he had to be was “her” Andy, except Andy was dead now and the murderer stole his identity.

Andy tossed the covers to the side so he could admire her more clearly, he gripped tight around the sides of Leyley’s head directly as he felt his cock being dutifully shoved down her throat, the feeling of reigning authority flushed through him as he claimed what was his. “Ahh, you’re so fucking good for me, Leyley. I love it when you’re this good for me.” He jerked his hips forward without mercy and no other warning as he plunged himself somehow deeper down his sister’s throat. He pulled backward, dragging his spittle-covered dick out of her mouth as she continued to suck and lap at the undersides of it with her tongue trying to coax it back in. But she needn’t have bothered as Andy slammed his hips up into her face again, setting the punishing pace for a brutal face fucking.

Andy reveled in the power that he held in his hands. He grabbed at her hair, using the tendrils he gathered like handlebars, and yanked her back only to shove her face back down as he alternated with ways to treat her as nothing more than just a cocksleeve made for taking his dick over and over again. Whether she was held in place as he rutted into her mouth or he forcibly moved her head like a toy, she squealed where she could, her body lighting up with delight as she was roughly abused and loved. Andy brought his body up, thrusting his hips into her face until he decided he would rather drive down instead; he took her body and rolled her onto her back as he mounted her from up on top and began to fuck Leyley’s face into the mattress. Her head became nothing more than an object that bounced and recoiled against each thrust and the bed beneath them began to moan and squeak in time with her.

Leyley felt tears beginning to bulge out of her eyes, not from pain, her brain was far too addled to register anything that Andy did to her as painful and the flood of endorphins and serotonin made her receptors skip straight along to sheer, overwhelming elation. Only dimly, in the far back recesses of her body’s basic functions were the tears released out of habit, that it needed to follow old sets of antiquated instruction despite the reasoning for its being there having long since forgotten, damned to continue this menial task long since forgotten. Leyley felt tears stream down the sides of her cheeks as her face was battered and pummeled by the frenzied humping and rutting that resulted in the slamming of Andy’s groin against her and the sensation of his cock spreading her throat open and nestling deep inside of her before pulling out and beginning the lovemaking again. This was happiness.

Teasing out of Andy’s cock was the smearing taste of his pre-cum as he ravaged her, beginning to coat the interiors of Leyley’s mouth. The flavor settled across her tongue like a thin coat that she eagerly slurped and sucked at, managing small swallowing motions with her muscles to take in the delicious liquid down her throat and nestle it within her tummy as her drool continued to flush outwards to lubricate Andy’s cock to better gouge her throat out and give it more ease to readjust the size of her throat. Her neck bulged as his cock plunged in and out of her, she could feel it in the gentle strain of her choker, now more like a collar.

Andy grunted as he felt his body tense and his back began to arch. He placed all of his weight into his legs which were held braced at either side of Leyley’s resting head as he pulled his sister up closer towards his tightening core. With a smile, he unleashed all of his muscles as his cock jumped for joy and warm euphoria washed over him and came gushing out of his cock, flooding and spraying down her mouth as she began to piously work her muscles to drink his cum down. It either shot down straight into her stomach or began to pool around her mouth that she strained to labor to suck back down rather than let it spill out the sides of her mouth. Her throat massaged up and down to make sure that it all flowed in the right direction like her muscles had become hands to jerk Andy off and make sure that every drop of his semen was safely deposited inside of his sister’s stomach.

Andy moaned with satisfaction as he slowly dragged his member out of Leyley’s mouth. The organ beginning to flag but with its last remnants of strength and rigidness, he softly slapped his dick onto her face with dull, meaty thwacks and resounding thuds. Each little pat deposited her messy saliva and a thin glaze of his creamy, pearly orgasm across her face in fat streaks until finally, he was out.

Andy rolled onto his back, his hands reaching down to snag at Leyley beneath her arms and drag her up with him. She giggled deliriously at being manhandled and quickly scrambled up so that she could nestle herself into the crooks of his arms. He rubbed his warm hand across her stomach and up to her breasts like she was a pet and she had done a good job; after all, hadn’t she? She could feel her cunt groan and flutter, the lips of her pussy opening and closing as it gasped and licked it lips for what it might get in the future but still longing to be filled with something.

Leyley shrieked a high-pitched whine as Andy took a hand and pinched at her nipple, the bud turned as hard as diamonds at the treatment from earlier and sent a lightning bolt of pleasure that rocked through her body and traveled straight into her clit where she was almost ready to squirt on command for him if he wanted. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her mouth hung open, barely managing to register how Andy smirked at her slutty expression as he continued to twist and pull at her teat before taking the whole of her fat tit and squished it in his hand like freshly made dough. She felt her jaw clench tight and her teeth squeezed against each other, her body rocked back and forth to chase for more dizzying jolts.

“Good morning,” Andy cooed, burying his face against the crook of Leyley’s neck, rubbing upwards along until he met her jawline and cheeks, nuzzling little kisses with his nose into her skin, all the while pinching, pulling, and mauling his sister’s nipples and tits. “Very good morning,” his voice dipped into a low growl that made her pussy quiver in anticipation.

Leyley turned her head back to smear her face against the broad, warm chest of her brother. Submitting to him, debasing herself for him, taking every inch of her and trying to fill that dead empty space inside of her with him was the most natural thing in the world to her. Like magnets, she was always attracted to it; like gravity, she couldn’t escape from it. She mewled for approval and vindication, “Did you like it?” She managed to ask as he continued to tweak and tease her, making her squirm, jump, and keen in a horny whine.

“I think that we should add it to the morning routine. And my Leyley wants a reward?”

She desperately nodded her head yes in agreement against Andy’s broad chest. She had been good, she had been faithful, she had made him feel good. Now was her turn because she had been all of those things. Andy smiled and her heart exploded in her chest with joy, she could hear doves taking flight and bells ringing in the distance as he leaned down to kiss her. She leaned into it, already starved for affection again despite how she had been taking his cock just a minute prior; she needed it renewed again.

Andy reached down, releasing his tight grasp from one of her breasts as the other was still made a toy between his fingers. His fingers trailed down her stomach to her core, making a path of fire as he went, the nerves beneath her skin lightening up and sending molten heat and lust sprawling through her body, most of which centered around her pussy, its lips smacking opened and closed as she longed to be filled again. 

With a single finger, Andy pressed against the top of her slit, spreading her open with his index and ring fingers to reveal her happy nub. With his middle finger, he pressed against it, grounding it down with the pad of his digit, teasing as he brushed down and then up, right and then left, pulling his finger back like he was ringing the button of a bell, the chime being Leyley’s whorish whines. Her hips jerked and her body slid up and down with each passing moment as she writhed ecstatically at being assaulted until he finally sank his finger inside her messy, wet folds. Her heat was searing and her walls were drenched in juices that flowed freely out of her and drowned Andy’s fingers as he scissored her open and curled his fingers against the top of her cunt in come hither motions like he was trying to draw out her pleasured responses. He really needn’t have asked at all as Leyley bucked her hips and gripped onto her brother’s arm as she began to furiously hump against him; she lifted her wagging rump off of the bed as she thrust her own pelvis into his accommodating hand like an animal.

Leyley’s mind crackled as she chased this singular desire down what felt like a tight tunnel rapidly coming to a close. She wanted more, needed more. Andy’s fingers, the godsends that they were, could be even better. She longed for the girth and the raging firmness of his cock to spread her wide apart to fill the aching emptiness that her muscles would clench down on and milk for all its worth, sealing around that fantastic length that snuggled deep into her core, striking at her g-spot and pressing heavily into her cervix where it would pummel her brain out of her ears until there was nothing left but gush and mush swirling around her skull. As if he knew what she was thinking, Andy’s fingers pressed against that very special spot inside of her that got her screaming and hurtling towards the great, magnificent crash at the end where she could unleash everything and make wet-

Andy pulled his fingers out of her and Leyley gasped, her hips thrust up limply and dumbly into the air, humping at nothing where there should have been something heavy and massive to let her grind against and give her that delicious friction that she so desperately needed like a drug and she was so close from her high-

Leyley looked up at Andy, her expression twisted into pain, confusion, longing, and stupid drunkenness. He looked down at her, he still wore that beautiful, cruel smile. Behind his brooding eyes was the patience that saw entire empires rise, fall, and be forgotten from memory.

“Puh- please,” Leyley tried, her hips still uselessly wiggling for attention as she felt the cold crash of her orgasm leaving her before it even had a chance. “Please, Andy. I love you. I love you so much- please let me cum- I need it- I want to cum- on your hands, on your fingers, on your cock, on your leg, anything that you give me- I’ll be good, I’ll be a good girl, I promise, your good Leyley- let me cum- please, I wanna cum-” she mewled and the words fell from off of her tongue and past her lips fast like water over the edge and into the abyssal ravine below. And all the while, he watched her as she pleaded with him for what felt like her own life.

“Don’t you remember, Leyley? Everything I give you, you love.” Andy enunciated each word with startling clarity like his words were daggers made from crystal, they were clear and sharp and deadly.

Leyley blinked and a switch flipped. Of course. How could she have been so stupid? Andy still wore that happy face, he still called her Leyley, he was still her Andy. He wasn’t mad or angry or cross with her. He wanted to play with her like she was a toy because she was a toy; she was his perfect plaything. Her revelation was enough to cause her body to collapse back onto the bed as her worthless rutting faded away as she fell into her role. Of course she loved his edging, in this moment she felt as if she had been edged for days on end, she would endure it for however long he wanted. She felt elated, giddy and giggling in deranged madness as she pulled her body tight around herself and squirmed waiting for whatever came next. She didn’t need to cum, all she needed was approval and praise. She was so dirty and debauched for being entirely focused on what she wanted when she should have been focused on what would make Andy happy. She was so grateful that he was here to fix her up and make her lovable.

Andy stared down, taking in the sight of his slovenly slut of a little sister with the burning glow of conquest. It was not a bright, powerful sensation, not like the sun in the open sky that Leyley saw him as, instead it was akin to an ancient, weathered lightbulb, its casing cloudy and covered in a layer of grime, the filament simmered a dull, hot coal-fueled orange by years of constant use. Leyley’s mind and soul were utterly broken, shattered into a million pieces, and all wrapped around his fingers; he had truly molded and reshaped her into the perfect image that he wanted of her, too petrified to be capable of contemplating any other reality than the one where she was between his legs and too cock drunk to want anything otherwise. He leaned down and pressed a kiss into the pillowy flesh of her breast, clasping his lips around her rock-hard nipple and flicking at it with his tongue before pressing down and biting hard causing her back to arch with screaming euphoria. His glistening wet digits reached for her convulsing pussy once again, another dance for both of them to share before pulling away for another time. And another time. And another time after that…

They were damned together. Bodies so horribly mangled that when their corpses were pulled out, no one would be able to tell where one began and the other ended. And all the while, flowers bloomed on the decay that their corpses left behind. The corpses of Andrew and Ashley.

Notes:
Past me: What if, for the last week of my November challenge, I wrote twin capstone pieces for my companion works? That sounds like a great idea. c:
Me now: That was not a good idea. >:l

As you can probably tell, this work takes place the morning after the last chapter, but there’s something important that’s going on here. Their names are different. And it has been swapping throughout the chapters as we go along and each chapter has shown a progression in that. The speed at which our siblings move to inhabit their old names has been increasing until they have no need to swap in and out of them. The names encapsulate the mental dynamics that when they’re their real names, it’s danger, it’s threat, it’s fear; when they revert to their old names, it’s deranged security, safety, and love. And now, in our final chapter, they’ve finally embraced that. It is the “Decay of Andrew and Ashley,” after all.

And so here we are! At the end of it all, 6 weeks later and some 47 thousand words richer (poorer?) for it! This has been an incredibly rewarding journey to go on, I’m glad that I did it and I’m more proud at how far I’ve gotten and honored at the reception that I have received. I set the rules for myself for these 6 weeks, from the end of October to the beginning of December and I managed to stay loyal to them all! I’m proud of what I’ve managed to accomplish and I’m even more happy at being able to read all of your comments and responses that have made the entire process so much more rewarding than I had ever thought was possible.
And especially, special thanks to theic3r, who has left amazing comments on my works and we get to just gush out literature, even the debauched literature.
I’m planning on taking a (what I like to think) is a deserved break from the pace I’ve been on; the first four weeks of this project were easy enough, but the stress of weekly deadlines has really been building up to me where most of my free time is spent thinking about my writing, thinking about how I’m not doing it, feeling guilty about it, and staring at the blank pages trying to get something down. That doesn’t mean that I’ll be gone forever, however! I have another fic plan cooked up and I am planning on doing this again next year, probably around October because I have learned that’s a thing. So I still intend to upload every now and then, but at a more leisurely pace.
But for now, in the immortal words of George Washington, who certainly is not turning in his grave at being quoted in the afterwards of, basically, porn, “I’m tired and I want to go home.” I’m gonna go take a nap.